


U i 




1 


The Hi (forte 

hot as mo!ten!cad } & as heauie conGodkeepe leade ont of mc 
I nced no moie wcight chen inine ownebowcls. I haue led my 
I 3 gofMuffins whcre theyare pcpperd.thercs not three ofmy 
15 o.lefc aliue, a d they atc fot the townes ende, to beg during 
1 ifc :buc who comcs hrre i Snter the Prince. 

I' Pri». What, ftands thou idle hcreflend me thy fword, 

XI any a noble man lies ftarkc and HifFe, 

Vnder the hoofcs ofvaunting enemies, 

whofcdcaths are yet vnrcuengd/I preethelend mee thy fword. 

Falfi.O Hal,/precthe gitie me léaue to breath a whilc.Turke* 
Gregorie neucr did fuch deeds in armes a$ I haue don this day 
Ihauepaid Percy,I haue made him fore. 

Prin, He is indeed,and liuing to kill thee: 

/precthe lend me thy fword. 

Tal, Nay befbre God HaI,ifPercy be aliue thou gets not my 
fword,but take my piftoll ifthou wilt. 

Fri». Giue it me,what ? is it in the cafo ? 

Faljl. i Hal,tis hot,tis hot,theres that will facke a Citie» 

7* be Prtnce dr mes it otit^andfinds it to be a bott It ofSacke. 

Pr/*. What is it a time to ieft and dally now/ 

He t hrorves the bott le dt him, Exit. 

Faljl. Wellif Percy be aliue,ilcpiercé him;ifhee doe comein 
my way fo,ifhc doe not,if/come in his willingly, let him make 
aCarbonadoofme. I like not fuch grinning honour as fir Wal¬ 
ter hath.giuc me life,which if I canfaue,ib: ifnot, honor comcs 
tnlooktfor,and cheresanend. 

Alarnte jexcurJtons.Enter the Kingjhe Trin c i,Lord Iohn 
tfLancaFler, Farle ofWeJlmerUnd. 

King. I precthe Harry wichdraw thy felfe,thou bleedeft too 
Lord Iohn of Lancafter go you withhim, (much, 

P.Ioh», Not I my Lord,vnlefle I did blcrd too. 

Vrin. I bcfcech your m aieftic make vp, 

Lcaft yourrctirementdo amaze your friends. (tetit. 

King. I will do fo.My Lord of Weftmerland lead him to his 

Wefl, Come my Lord,ilc lead you to your cent. 

*Prin. Lead me my Lord? I do not needyourhelpe. 

And God forbid a fhallow fcratch fliould driue 
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ofHenrte thefourth, 

The prinec ofWales from fuch a ficld as this, 

Where ttaind nobilitic lies troden on. 

And rebels armes triumphe in maffacres. 

Ioh. We breath too long,come coofen Weftmerland 
Our dutie this way lics:For Gods fake come. 

Prin. By God thou haft dccciukl me Lancafter, 

I did notthinkc thee Lordoffuch aipirit, 

Before I Wd thee asa brothcr Iohn, 

But now I do relpeft thee as my foule. 

King. I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt, 

With lufticr maintcnancc. thcn I dia lookc for 
Of fuch an vngro wnc warrior. 

Prin .O this boy lends mettal! to vs all. Exit. 

. Anothcr king,they growlike Hydraes hcads, 

I am the Douglas fatall to all thofo 

That wcare thofo colours on them.What art thou 

That counterfetft the perfon ofaKing? 

King ,The king himfelfjwho Douglas gticues at hatt. 

So many ofhis fhadowes thou haft met 
And not the verie king,I haue two boies 
Seekc Percy and thy felfe about the ficld, 

But foeing thou falft on me fo luckily 
I will affay thee and defond thy folfo. 

Doug, 1 foare thou art another counterfot. 

And yetinfåith thou beareft thee like a king, 

Butmine I am fure thou art who erethoube, 

And thusl winne thee. 

Thei figbtjbe king being ht danger, Enttr ‘Prtnet »pVhtet. 

TråjHold vpthynead viIeScot,orthou art like 
Neuerto hold icvp againe,thcfpirits 
OfValia n t Shcrly,Staflford,Blunt are in my atmc$ s 
It is the Prince ofWales that threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifcth but he meanesto pay. 

T beyfight, Douglasflieth. 

Cheerly my Lord,bow fares your grace ? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfoy hath for foccour font, 

And fohathClifconJIe to Clifton ftxaight, 

King, Stay and breath a while, 

K j Thou 










































































